

The Tragedy 

A figfie of dignity , a garifh flag, 

To be the ai me ofeuery dangerous fhc|f 
A Q,ueene inieft, cnely tohllthefccaae - : 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers-? 

W h ere be thy children, w herein doff thou soy ? : 

Who fues to thee, and cries, God iaue the Queene ? 
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee ? 
Where be the thronging troupes that followed, thee.' 
Decline all this,and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a moft diitrefled widdovv j 
For ioyfuli mother, one that wailes the name ; 

For Queene,a very catife, crownd with care ; 

For one being iued too ; one that humbly fues i 
For one commanding all, obeyed of none: 

(Inf Tor one that fcornd at me,now fcornd of me. 

e t&KzaXd. 1 hus hath the, courfe of iuftice wheFd about. 

-/*Sac And left me but a very prey to time, 

Flauing no more but thought of what thou art, &er/ 
To torture thee rbe more being what thou arc, . 

Thou did IF vfurpe my place, and dolt thou not 
Vturpe the iuft- proportion of my forrow ? 

Now thy proud necke,beares hajfe my burdened.yoakc: 
From which, cuen here, I flip my wearie^ uecke, 
Andleaue the burthen of,it all on thee: 

Farewell Yorkes wife, and Q/ucene of fad mifchance, 
Thele bngiilh wees will make me frnile in France., 

O tnoa well, skild in curies,, flay a while, 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

~ r\ JJj^*r.Forbeareto ileepe the night, and fa ft die day, 
defj Compare deaths happinefle with liumg woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

_ And he that flew them fowler then he is : 
worjijBettring thy Ioffe make the bad caufe worfcr, 

~ ;lleuoluing-this will teach thee how tocurfei 

^•My words are dull,0 qiiicken them with thine* 
JgfW.Jby woes will make them fhaip,& pierce like min* 
T) ut. Why fhould calamity be full of words? Exit 
? Qg Windy atturnies to your clienti woes, 

4;iery fuccceders ofinteftateioyes, 




If Richard the 7 bird. 

Ornre breathing orators of miferie?, ' 

r^ thern haue ibepe, though what they do impart 
Km e not all, yet do they eafe the heart. . 
tilt If fa then be not toung-ude, goe with me. 

La in the breath of bitter words, lets (mother , . ; 

My dVmned donne, which thy two fonnes fmotherd ; , Sutee4> 
r'heare Ids Drum , be copious in excxaimes* 

VmerKi«g Richard, marching mtb Drams; ■ , 

and' Trumpets. • 

Who intercepts my expedition ? - 

Pat- A flie, that might haue intercepted tneeV 
By ftrandingthee in' her accurfed wombe, 

Frorrraifthe daughters wretch, that thou bail done, 

J a “ ‘ Ha ft thou ‘that forehead with a golden Crowney 
\Vherc (hould be grauen , if that right were right. 

The flaughterof the Prince that owde that Crowne, 

And the <dkc death of my two fonnes, and brothers : 

Id! me thou villaine flaue , where are my children ? 
D«f.Th^utode,thoutode,where isthy brother Clarer.cil 
And little Ned Plantagenet, his fonne ? 

Tin. Where is kind U a flings, T mersf ati'ghan,Gray ? 

K,ng- A fiourifh Trumpets, (trike alarum Drums, 

Let not the heauens heare-thefe tel-tale women 
Rayleon the Lords Anoynted, St rike I fay. The trumpets 
Eythcrbe patient, and intreat me faire, fovrM 

OtWiththe clamorous reports of warre. 

Thus willl drown| your exclamation/, 

Dtit Art tliou my fonne? 

King- 1,1 thanke God , my Father,ana yoyr felfe 
Dvr. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Ting. MaddarmI haue a touch of your condition,- 
’Which cannot brooke the accent ofreproefe^ 

Dut. I will be mild and gentle in my ipeecn^ 

King. And brieve good mother for I am in halt* • 

E m. Art thou lb haflie.I haue ha yd for thee, 

Cod knows in onguifh, paine, and agonie- 
King. And came I not at lati to comfort you? 

Da/.No by the holy rood thou knowftit welfi 
Thou^amll on earth ,to make the earth my hjel! ; 
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